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§ “Omce T saved your eminence's 1ife,” ' pled and more sparsely Wlled, stretehes

1 faltered miserably, | away to the great snow mountains that
| “Admitied,” he answered, In hia here limit France. It swarms with
‘tldn. fncisive voice. “You mentloned game—with wolves and bears, deer and
|
1

Under the
Red Robe

By STANLEY J. WEYMAN

the fact before. On the other hand, bLoars. To the end of his lifz 1 hava
you have taken six to my knowledge, heard that the great king loved thia
M. de Berault. You heve lived the district, and would sigh, when years
and state fell heavily on him, for the
beech-groves and hox-covered hills of
South Bearn, From the lerraced sieps
of Auch you can sec the forest roll
away in light and shadow, vale and
upland, to the base of the snow-peaks;
und, though I come from Brittany and
love the smell of the salt wind, 1 have
seen few sights that outdo this.

It was the second week In October
when I came to Cocheforet, and, drop-
ping down from the last wooded brow,
rode quietly into the place at evening.
I was alone and had ridden all day In
o glory of ruddy beech-lenves, through
the silence of forest ronds, across clear
brooks and glades still green. 1 had
seen mote of the gqulet and peace of the
country than had been my share since
boyhood, and 1 felt a iittle melanchaly:
it might he for that resson, or bocatse
1 had no great taste for the task belore
me—the task now g0 imminent. In good
faith, it was not & gentleman's work,
look at it how you might.

But bezgnrs must not be choosers,
and 1 knew that this fesling would pass
away, At the nn, in the presence of
others, under the spur of necessity,
or in the excitement of the chase, wera

Hife of a bully, a common bravo, &
gamester, You, a man of family! For |
shama! And it has brought you to
this. Yet on that point 1 am willing
to hear more,” he added abruptly.

| "I might save your eminence's life

‘ X . It was a sudden
CHAPTER L—Conmxvzn. | popitatton. | 9 |
Nevertheless, a little later, when 1 “Yon know something,” he sald
found myself on my way to the Hotel | gyickly, fixing me with his eyes, “But
Richellen under so close a guard that pno” he continued, shaking his head
I could see nothing except the figures gently, “Pshaw! the trick 1s old. I/
that immediately surrounded me, I have better spies than you, M. de
wished T had given him the money. Borault”
At such times, when all hangs In the| ‘Bt no better sword” 1 cried
balance and the sky Is overcast, the hoarsely. “No, not in all your guard!" |
mind runs on luck and old superstl-| “That {s true” he sald. “That is
tions, and is prone to think & 6TOWR ' rue” To my surprise, he spoke in a
given here may avail there—though tone of consideration: and he looked
“there” be a hundred leagues away. | down at the floor. “Let me think, |
The Palals Richellen was at that' v friend,” he continued.
time in building, and we were required | He walked two or three times up
to wait in a long, bare gallery, Where and down the room, while 1 stood trem-
the masons wero at work. Iwas kept pling. 1 confess it, trembling. The,
a full hour here, pondering uncom-| man whose pulses danger has no power
fortably on the strange whims and fan- o quicken, is seldom proof agalnst |
cies of the great man who then ruled suyspense; and the sudden hope his
France as the king's lieutenant-gen- words awakened in me so shook me
eral, with all the king's powers; and tnat nis figure, as he trod lightly to
whose life T had once bheen the means pnd fro, with the cat rubbing against
of saving by a little timely Informa- i robe and turning time for time with | that once begun, 1 shonld lose the feel-
tion. On one occasion he had done him, wavered before my eyes. ! ing. ‘When a man is young, he seeis
something to wips out the debt; and grasped the table to steady myself. 1/ solitude: when he is middle-nged he
at other times he had permitted me 0 had not admiited even fn my own ming - M€ it and his thoughis. 1 made with-
be free with him. We were not un- how darkly the sbhadow of Montfaucon " ado for the Green Pillar, a little inn
known to one snother, therefore, and the gallows had fallen across me, | in the village street, to which T had
Nevertheless, whon the doors were | [ had lelsure to recover myself, for DEED directed at Auch, and, thundering
at Iast thrown open, and I was led it was some time before he spoke. O the door with the Knob of my rid-
into his presence, my confidence under- When he did, it was in a volce harsh, Ing-switrh.lr:iﬂl'tl at the man for keep-
went a shock . Hig cold glance, that, changed, mperative. “You have the ‘P& me wailing
roving over me, regarded me not as rapngttlun nIfmn man faithful, at least _ 1iere and there at hovel doors in the
a man but an item, the steely glitter to his employer,” he said. “Do mot street—which was a mean, poor place,
of hig sonthern eyes, chilled me to the apswer me. 1 say it is so. Well I not worthy of the name—men and
hone. The room was bare, the floor wijl trust yeu. 1 will glve you one women looked out at me susp_lr-iously.
without carpet or covering. Some of more chance—though it is a desperate But 1 afferted to lgnore them; and at
the woodwork ]ay about, unfinished one. Woe to youl i'{ you fall me! Do last the host came, He was a fair-
and in pleces. But the man—this man, 'vou know Coclieforet in Bearn? It Is halred man, half Basque, half French-
needed no surroundings. His keen, pot far from Auch.” man, and had scanned me well, T was
pale face, his brilliant eyes, even his  “No, your eminence.” sure, through some Window or peeps
presence—though he was of no great | “Nor M. de Cocheforet?” hole; for, when he came out, he be-
helglhit and began already to stoop at “No, your eminence.” trayed no surprise at the sight of a
the shonlders—were enough to awe the USo much the better” he retorted. well-dressed steanger—a portent in that
holdest. T recalled as I looked at him +But vou have heard of him., He has out-of-the-way village—but eyed me
a hundred tnles of his iron will, his heen engagedl in every Gascon plot *in B kind of sulien reserve. -
cold heart, hiis unerring craft. He had ginpe the late king's death and gave “I can lie here to-night, I suppose?
hnmbled the king's brother, the splen- mg more trouble last year in the Viv- I s:ﬁd. dropping the relns on the sore
did Duke of Orleans, in the dust. He graie (han any man twice his years, .8 neck. The horse hung its head.
had curbed the queen-mother. A doz- Ap present he is at Bosost in Spain, “1 don't know,” he answered stupid-
en heads, the nobles in France, had ity other refugees, but I have learned
come to the block through him. Only ghat at frequent intervals he visits his
two years before he had quelled Ro- wife at Cocheforet, which is six leagues
chelle; oniy a few months before he within the border. On one of these vis-
had crushed the great insurrection in jts he must be nrrested,” |
Languedoc;.and though the south,| “That should be easy,” T sald.
steipped of its old privileges, 8tll| The cardinal looked n me.

(OosTight, 154, by Staniey 3. Weyman)

ly. 3
T pointed to the green bough which
topped a post {hat stood opposite the
door.

“Thig is an inn, is it not?" 1 said,
| “Yes" he anawered slowly; "It Is an

“Tugh, inn, But—="

5

seethed with discontent, no one in this
year 1630 dared lift a hand against
him—openly, at any rate, Under the
surface a hundred plots, a thousand
intrigues, songht his life or his power;
but these, I suppose, are the hap of
avery great man,

No wonder, then, that the courage

man! what do you knew about it?"
he answered bluntly, “It s whispered
at Cocheforet If a =oldier erosses the
gtreet at Auch, In the house are only
two or three servants, but they have
the eountry-side with them to a man
and they are a dangerous breed, A
spark might kindle a [resh rising.

“But you are full, or you are out of
food, or your wife is ill, ar something
else is amiss”” 1 answered peeyishly.
“All the same, T am golug to lle here.
So you must make the best of it and
vour wife too—If you have one."

He scratched his head, looking at ms
with an ugly glitter in his eyes. But

on which I plumed mysell sank The arrest, therefore, must be made he said nothing, and 1 dimummlerl,w
Jow on sight of him; or that gecretly.” “Where can | ¢table my horse?” I
it was as much as I could do to min- [ howed. asked.

gle with the humility of my salute
some touch of the sapgfroid of old ac-
qualntanceship.

And perhaps that had been better
loft out. For this man was without
bowels. For a moment, while he stood
looking at me and before he spoke to
me, I gave myself up for lost. There
was a glint of cruel satisfaction in his
eyes that warned me before he spoke,
what be was going {o say to me.

“1 ¢ould not have made a better
enteh, M. de Berault,” he sald, smil-
ing villainously, while he gently
smoothed the fur of a cat that had
gprung on the table beside him. “An

old offender and an excellent exam-’l
1 doubt it will not stop with you. |

ple,
But later, we will make you the war-
rant for flying at higher game."”

“Monsoigneur has handled a sword
himself,” T blurted out. The very room
seemed 1o be growing darker, the air
colder. [ was never nearer foar in my
life,

“Yeg?" he =ald, smiling delicately. |

IlAnd w?'l
“Wiil not be too hard on the fall-
inge of a poor gentleman."

“He shall suffer no more than a!

rich one,”” he replied snavely, as he
stroked the cat. “Enjoy that satiafac-
tion, M. de Berault. Is that all?”

“Once 1 was of service to your em-
{nence,” I sald desperately.

“Payment hag been made” he an-|

swered, “'more than once, But for that
I should not have seen you, M. de
Berault."

“The king's face!" [ cried, snatch-

ing at the straw he seamed to hold

out.

He laughted oynically,
His thin face, his dark moustache, and
whitening halr, gave him an air of
fndescribable keenness, “I am not the
king,' he sald. “Besides, T am told
you have killed as many as six men
in duels, You owe tha king, there-
fore, one life at least. You must pay
it. There iz no more to be sald, M. de
Beranlt,” he continued coldly, turning
away and beginning to collect some

the leutenant to withdraw me, and &
chilllng sweat broke out down my
back, I saw the scaffold, I felt the
cords. A moment, and it would be too
Inte! “T have a favor to ask I
stammered desperately, “if your emli-
nence would give me & moment alone,”

“To what end?"' he answered, turn-
ing and eyelng me with cold disfavor.
“I know you—your past—all. It can

smoothly. |

“One resolule man inside the house,
with the help of two or thres servants
whom he could summon to his ald at
will, might effect it,"” the cardinal con-
tinued, glancing at a paper which lay
on the table. “The question s, will
you be the man, my friend?”

I hesitated;  then 1 bowed.
chofee had 1?

“Nay, nay, speak out!” he said sharp-
Vly. . “Yes or no, M. de Berault?”

“Yes, vour eminence,” T said re-
| Juetantly.  Asgain, 1 eay, what cholee
{ had 1?

[ “You will bring him to
t alive.

What

Paris, and
He knows things and that (s
why [ want him. You understand 2"

“I understand, Monselgneur.” I an-
. swered.

“Yon will get indo the houze as youn
¢an,” he contlnued. “IPor that you
will need strategy—good strategy.
They suspect everybody. You must
deceive them. 1f you fail to deceive
them, or, deceiving them, are found out

papers, “The law must take its IT I8 A BARGAIN, place, lacking a chimney or | azed
course.” Jater. M. do Berault—I db not think | Windows, and grimy with smoku aud
I thought he was about to nod to you will trouble me agaln, or break uge. Thefire—a great half-burnt tree-—

the edict a second time.  On the other
hand, should vou decelve mo"—ho
smiled still more subtly, but his veice
sank to a purring note—*“T will break
you on the wheel lke the ruined game-
ster you are!"

1 met his look without quailing. “So
be it!" 1 sald recklessly. "If T do not
bring M. de Cocheforet to Paris, you
may do that (o me and more also!"

“1'1 put it up,” he answered sillens
1v, stepping forward and faking the
reins in his hands,

“yery well” I sald; “but T go with
you, A merciful man is merciful to his
beast, and where-ever ' go [ see my
horse fed.”

“pt will be fed.” he sald shortly. And
then he waited for me to go Into the
house, *“The wife is in there he
contlnued, looking at ma stubborily,

! “Imprimis—if you understand Latin,
my friend,” T answered. “the horse in
the stall.”

As he saw 1t was no good, he turned
the sorrel slowly round and hegan 1o
Jead it across the village street, Theras
was a shed behind the Inn, which 1
had already marked and taken for the
stable and 1 was surprised when I
found he was not going there. But
I made no remark and in a few min«
utes saw the horse well stabled in a
hovel which seemed to belong to a
nelghbor,
| This done, the man led the way back

to the inm, carrying my valise
| “You have no other guests?" I said
| with a casnal air. 1 knew . e was

watching me closely,

“No," he answered.

| “This i& not much in the way to
| anywhere, T suppose?”

“Nﬂ.”

That was evident; o more ratired
place T never saw. The hanging woods,
rising steeply to a great height, s0
ghut the valley in that [ was puzzled
to think how a man could leave It
save by the road I had come.. The
pottoges, which were no more than
mean, small huts, ran in a straggling
double Hne, with many gaps—through
fallen trees and ill-cleared wmeadows,
Among them n noisy brook ran o and
oit. And the tmhabitasts—aharcoal
| burners, or swimenerds = Poor Pec-
ple of the like cluss, were mo better
than their dwellings, [ looked In valn
for the Chateau. It was not 1o ba
geen, and 1 dared not asic for it

The man led me Into the common
room of the tavern—a low-roofed, joor

smoulderad on a stone hearth, ralsed
a foot from the floor. A huge black
pot simmered over it. and beslde one
window lounged a country fellow talk-
ing with the goodwife. In the dusk
T could not see his face, but I gave
tho woman a word, and sat down to
wait for my supper.

She seemed more silent than the
common run of women; but this might

” do mo good, my friend.” “It'{s & bargain!" he answered slow~ | be becausa her husband was present.
“Nor harm!" I cried, “And T am &)1y “I think you will be faithful. For | While she moved about, getting my

dying man, Monselgnenr!" oney, hern are & hundred crowns. meal, he took his place against the

‘That is true,” he sald thoughtfully. t sum should sufice; but If yon | door post and fell to staring at me o

| Still he seemed to hesitate; and WY | gucceed you shall have twice as much | peraistently that I felt by no means
| heart beat fast. At last he looked at| ;ore, Well, that is all, I think. You |8t my ease. He was a tall, strong
i tho leutenant. *“You may leave us.” | ynderstand?” fellow, with a rough moustache and
£ he sald shortly, “Now,” when the of-| “Yes Monseignour.” . brown beard, cut in the mode Henrl
T ficer had withdrawn and left us alone, | “Then why do vou wait?" Quatre; and on the subject of that

“The lleutenant?* I gald modestly.

Monselgneur laughed to himself and
(sitting down wrote a word or two on 4
alip of paper. “Give him that'" he
sald, In high good-humor. *1 fear,
M. de Bernult, you will never get your
deserts—in this world!™

| my attempt

klng—a safe one, T knew, with a
Bearnsis—and on that alone, T found
it possible 10 make him talk., Even
then thers was a susplclous gleam In
his eye that bade me abstaln from
questions; and as the darkness deep-
‘ened behind him, and the firelight
played more and more strongly on his
features, and I thought of the leagnes
of wootlland that lay between this
‘remote valloy and Auch, I recalled the
ccardinal’'s warning that if T falled In
T shonld be lttle likely to

The Grand Army of the Republic.
Day by day their ranks are thinning, one
by one they disappear.

And at each succeeding roll eall, fewer
voices answer: “Here!"

Still their regiments are marching—many
march with noiseless tread,

And no bugles sound “assembly” In the
bivouac of the dead.

Hats are reverently 1ifted to the heroes
lying here;

Lift them to the living heroes—hail them
ali with cheer on cheer,

Not far long will they be with us; =oon
each regtment will be
Tented here beneath the blassoms of the
land It helped to free.

But to-day the drums nre muffied and the
fleg at half-moast waves,

Keeping grean dead herocs' memories as
the grass above thelr graves.

St another weary winter shrouded in the
snow they lay;

of the loveliest hlooms of May.

thelr pralse, from shore to shore,
are free forevermore!

sine.

THE NEW MEMORIAL DAY.

tion' stinds,
liberty.
more hold

agony.

only when
The n

in, Aales,
for God

women's tears and cries,

they sleep—

aestingy.

Hives down in valn,
Hhorty.
far awuy,

set men free.

dled before,

peoplé's hearts are true.
For Chickamauga still echoes on througt
San Juan HIN

red, white and blue

To the Nation's Dead.

sod,
Those noble sons thut in haitle trod,
No morn the sound of the hugle call
Shall gquicken Lhelr steps to duty’s call.
They only walt for thy trumpet sound,

crowned,
And the battle and strife of yesterday
Shall be lost allke o the Blue and Gray.

Ye who march on this day (n May,

To soantler garlinds of tlow'rets gay
Over the mounds of soft green sward,
Where sleep tho brave in battle gored;
HKnow thit to thess ye owe your Jund,
80 scatter the buds with willing hand,
With thoughts of love while Iips do pray

Gray.

And let the fag on esch grave rest,
Of him whose struggle made it blest.

Above each soldier honored grave.
or these arc they who held them high,
Caring not that they should die,

Ho let the Union feel to-day

Thoughts of love for the Hlue and Gray.

Sleeping, Not Dead.

Ya silent men, who to your country gave
The lnst full measurs of dovotlon—life—
Ye foll asleop while the

strife

Which breaks upon the rocks which prov

its grave.

To-day, arcund you all the alr s rife
nfe—
save,

Nay, ve have never died—ye live to-day
In every soul which Joys that it is free;

play,

shall be

coit.
—Ninétte M, Lowater, In N. Y, Sun.

Memorial Day.

Oh, draw aside the drapery of gloom
And let the sunshine chase the cloud

away | 5
And glld with brighiter glory every tomb
Wae decorate to-day.

And In the holy silence relgning round,
mosphere,

found,
Thonk God that peace la here,

Lat every sorrow rest,
1861-1008,
broeds in men,
drums sound taps again,
seented bower

Parls agaln,
Al e b

Now we bring them crowns and gariands

Let them rest in honored slumber, while
Bighty millions throats are swelling—we

~Risie Florenca Fay, In Buccess Mnga-

With bloséhm-laden Bands, to~day the ni-
Peside the graves of those who died for
rhe story |s long told, our hearts can no

The bitterness of strife, the tears, the

vat the momory of these men shall perish

\anlood of the lond, the love of
freo

And lo! beside thelr sod new fold i turned;

New marytrs called for freedom, 'mid

By thess just newly dead—their blood for
Cubn shed—
And these who e ut peace, in the land
they died to freo;

Let nll men knofv we keep thele vigll while

On guand, for aye, of this great nation's

Thoese herocs have not lald thelr brave
Her sons agaln have plodged our land to
O hearts that grieve to<day for soldlers

Who bore our country’s lag and died to

Look up and sigh no more. Like those who

I'he natlon keeps thelr memories and the

To one nation pnd one people 'neath the

Long have they liin ‘neath the grass and

When the great aod good sholl at last be

For the peate und rest of the Blue and

Those Stars and Stripes let proudly wave

tumultuous

Around yeu swelled (n fury, like the wave

With wailing cries (rom bugle und from

The volee of that dear land you died to

. that falr flag with which the broczes
With every tlashing star undimmed, un-
fn all our hearts, which c¢lay like yours

Before our land forgets what freedom

"SWhile prayers of perfume bless the ate
Where loyal souls of love and faith are

And let ench angry !mpulse that may start
Be smothered out of every loyal breast;
_And, rocked within the cradle of the heart,

~James Whitcomb Riley, in Reader Mags-

Aing anthems of & holy love that country
And o'er thelr graves in muffed tones let
And with onch note that fills the alr a
hndmnrnlaotnmmwmlsu-

tion's pralse. than any’ other agency or soclety.
flowers, red and white and biue,
ste on and mark them all; pile Epitaph in Shorthand.
in “W'ﬁlm‘:‘;}"mm'ﬂ' m:wbnmm has besn erected In
Nusia thelv dountry's ‘est Hampstead cemetery over
Aud those whio march, lets cheer for them | grave of Mrs, Louisa Day, the 1m“:
For thin in theirs—a country’s thanks— | tom on which, Including a verse of

MEMORIES OF THE PAST.
The Day Intended for Appropriate

Commemoration of the Deeds

of Herces.

Memorial day was founded that
there might be a few hours in each
year get aside for the appropriate
commemoratien of the deeds of men
who had been killed while serving the
country in the army or navy or who
bad died since having so served. For
& number of years it was generally
and sultably observed. Then in soma
places it ceased to be observed at all.
In many it was given up to blcycle
and horse racing and other sports and
festivities. >
Diversions of this kind have heen
widely and properly protested against
a4 desecrations of the day. The pro-
tests seem to have had some effect,
for observance of the oecasion prome
Ises to be not only more general this
year than usual but also more &ppro-
priate
Contemplation of the courageous and
self-sacrificing patriotism exhibited by
past generations i to little purposa
It it do not imbue their successors
with a purpose to emnlate them,
The men of to-day have confronting
them questions almost as difficult as
any which have yet been dealt with,
and the best way the sons can show
thelr appreciation of what the fathers
accomplished is by resolving to go
about thelr work as citizens with the
game courage and in the same spirit
as their fothers went about theirs,—
Chicago Tribune,

THIBUTES TO THE PRIVATE,
“Let Us Care for Him."
“With malice toward none, with
charlty for "all, with firmness in the
right a8 God gives us to see (he right,
iet us strive on to finish the work we
are in, to bind up the notion’s wounds,
to ciare for him who zhill have borno
the battle, and for his widow and his
orphan—to do all which may achieve
and cherish n just and lasting peace
nmong onrselves, and with all nutions,”
—Lincoln’s Second Inavgural,
“Heroic Years of America.”
“We begin to renlize that the yenrs
lwe‘ have so recently pussed thiough,
thongh we did not appreciate st the
time, were the herole years of Amer-
1| lenn Matory.,”"—Charles Francis Adams,
on “The Double Anniversary," July 4,
1869,
“First Rank of Militant Nations."”
“The record of both sides pluces the
people of the United States in the first
rank of militant  natlons,"—Col.
Thonmias L. Livermore,

“Love of Country Alone."
“Love of country slone could have in-
gplired 300,000 men to die for the union.
Nothing less sacred than this love of
country ecould have sustalned 175,000
brave men who suffered and starved
and died in rebel prisons. Nor conuld
anything elge huve given comlov teo il
500,000 malmed 1l ddlseneed
escaped immadiete dedtl in slege aod
buttle to end in torwieni the remaing
of their patriot live="—Willium Me-
Kinley, July 4, 1804,

“Union Dearcr for Their Blood.”

“fiod bless the unfon! It is dearer to
us for the blpod of the hrave mem
which has been ¢hs' "

i defense.—-
Edward Everet! aburg, 1863,

nn

I Fraternily. Chrvity and Loyalty.
The greatest service the Grand Army
of the llepublic has rendered is the
besutiful way in whiea it gives life to
the principles of the organtzution—fra-
ternity, charity and loyalty,

That milllons of men of every degree
of life and station should for 40 years
be bound together by this common bond
of brotherhond Iz not only worthy of
admiration, but also of Imitation by the
membera of thls republie.

Charity, or love, is the greatest thing
in the world, and love is the key to
every department of life, the founda-
tion of patriotic tesching, the safety of
the country, the home and the Individ-
nal,

Loyalty to their comrades, their or
ganization, their country and their God
has been fittingly ilustrated (n the
lives of these boys in hlne,

This trinity of principles, If copled
by our 80,000,000 citizens, would mike
us the greatesi nation on earth.

Keep Alive Love for Flag.

As each yeur rolls around some putris
otle city 1s asked to welcome the G. A,
R in & grand muoelop, striving to outs
do some other city, which with out-
gtyetehed arms has welcomed the G. A,
R. in a grand rennion, striving to out.
to iite a dormant spirit of devotion to
o | the old flag and a resolve thnt this
union of states will never be dirsolved

Without the G. A. R. to refresh the
memory of the people of this country,
they would be apt to forget the great
gubrifice th's nation soffered that this
union should not be dissolved.

Again there |s another wing to the
G. A. R, the Sons of Veternns, organ-
jzed to go hand in hand with the G,
A, R. to perpetuate thelr memory for
generations to come, to keep alive the
love for the old flng, us the strength
of the nation depends on the love of its
people to defend it In time of danger.

G, A. R. the Conservator of Penze.
The Grand Army of the Repuliic hns
# | heen one of the greatest conservators of
pence because its members reallze more
fully than any one else could the cost
of war both in blood nud treasure. The
wounds and disease contracted by them
in the clvil war are ever present re-
minders of its cost. They would have
been ready to have sacrificed much be-
fore engaging in such another struggle.

They have been tho leaders of ail
movements tending to highér patrl
otlem and Joyal service to thelr
country. They have (fostered and
encouraged every effort looking to
more loyal citizenship. They have
taught the world a lesson In fra.
ternity extending not only to thelr
own members, but to the men of the
south who fought against them, and 1
bellave they have done und are dolng
more to reunite the two seoctions of our
country as patriotie American cltizezs

THE POINT OF THE PROVERB

An old proverb advises the shoe
maker to stick to his last. It means
that & man always succeeds best &l
the business he knows. To the farmer
it means, stick to your plow; to the
blacksmith, stick to your forge; to
the painter, stick to your brush.
When we make experiments cut of our
line they are likely to prove expen-
sive fallures.

It s amusinges however, to remark
how every one of us secretly thinks
he could do some other fellow's work
better than the other fellow Nimself.
The palnter imagines he can make
paint better than the paint manufac
turer: the farmer thinks he can do
a job of painting better, or at least
cheaper than the painter, and so on.
A farm hand in one of Octave
Thanet's storles tells the Walking
Delegate of the Painters’ Unlon, “Any-
body can slather paint:” and the old
line painter tells the paint salesman,
“None of your ready made mixtures
for me; I reckon I ought to know
how to mix paint.'

The farm hand Is wrong and the
painter is wrong: “Bhoemaker, stick
to your last” The “fancy farmer”
can farm, of course, but It Is an ex-
pensive amusement. If It strikes him
as pleasant to grow strawberries at
fifty cents apiece, or o produce eggs
that cost him flve dollars a dozen, it
{s o form of amusement, to be sure,
if he ean afford it, but it's not farm-
ing. If the farmer llkes to slosh
around with a paint brush and can af
ford the time and the expense of hav.
ing 0 practical palnter do the job
right pretty soon afterward, It's &
harmless form of amusement. If the
painter's customers can afford to
stand for paint that comes off in half
the time it should, they have a perfect
right to indulge hia harmless vanity
about hig skill in paint making.
in none of these rases does the shoe-
maker stick to his last.

paint properly and have the facilities
tor doing it right: and that fa the

But |

There iz just one class of men fn |
the world that knows how to make |

CANNON CETS IN LINE.

The Spenker Believes That Tariff Re-
form Cannot Be Pre-
vented.

Whether Spesker Cannon is'a con-

vert to tariff reform only for cam-

palgn purposes, or whether he has

veally experienced a change of heart

we do mot know. But it I3 certain

that he is beginning to feel the pres-

sure. For W. E. Wells, president of

the United States Potters’ associution,

has received a leeter from the speaker
in which he says:

“] am satisfled that there will be no
tariff revisfon this econgress, but It
goes without saying that the desire
for a change which exists in the roun-
try mind will drive the Republiean
party, if continned in power, toa 1ariff
revision. I do pot want i, bat it will
come in the not distant future.”

Of course, says the Indianapolis
News (Ind.) this is merely an expros-
slon of bellef thut the reform cnn not
b prevented, The speaker does not
pledge himself to it—much less doea
he attempt to pledge his party. It
looks very much as though he were
trying 10 eliminate the tariff from the
congresslonal eampuign by making it
appear that a Repulnican vlctory can
not stop revision. It continued in
power,"” he says, the party will be
driven to tariff revision. This is ns
much as to say that a vote for o Re-
publican candiiate will not be o vote
azainst tarlff revision, for thot is
bound to come.

Yot we believe that this declaration
of Mr. Cannon tiieans suniething more
than this, He must know how strong
the pressure {s for action on the taviff,

nd how determined the Republican
| revisers are. For the pressure |8 ex-
ertod directly sgningt him and his
Fules committes, and it s to him that
{he Republican revisers hove dppealed
mver and over again, The speaker 18 a
nnn of abllity and shrewdness. Prob-
ihly there 18 mo one at Washington
more skilled in reading the public will.
He knows what the people are think-
ing ahout, and he is interested in in-

paint manufacturers—the makers of
the standard brands of ready-preparerd
paints. The painter mizres paints;
the paint manufacturer grinds them
together. In a good ready-prepared
paint every particie of one kind of
plgment g foread to join hands with
a particle of another kind and every
bit of solid matter Is foreed, as It
were, to open its mouth and drink In
its share of linseed ofl. That is the
only way good paint ean be made, and
if the painter knew how fo do it he
has nothing at hand to do It witl, A
paint pot and a paddle are a poor
substitute for power-mixers, buhrmille
and roller-mills,

The man who owns a building and
neglects to palnt it as often as I
needs paint is only a degree mord
ghort-sighted than the one who tries
to do his own painting or allows the
painter to mix his palnt for hI?.

P, Gh
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Locating the Blame,

“My dear,” sald the trusting wifé
=] don't think your rules of economy
are any good,"”
“You don't?"
band.

“No," she replled, bending
over the column of figures in her
beautifully bound expense  book
‘““You told me the way to save money
was not to buy things—that thus wé
would save the amount the goods
would have cost us, So [ have been
careful to set down the exact price
of everything 1 have wanted to buy
but felt I could not afford. I find, In
adding it up, it amounts to §535, bhu!
I only have $4.37 in cash on hand
There must be something wrong with
your theory.—Stray Stories.

et iy e
8o Homslike.

Some one said to Brother Willlams:

“They have a balloon fad now, and
vou can go up and cool off In the
clouds.”
“Yag, suh,” he replied. "En dar's
go much thunder en lightnin' wup dar,
1 reclion lots er "'um will feel Ink' dey
wuz right at home—'gpeclally de mar
rled folks!"'—Atlanta Constitution.

== o

At the Dinner Party.
Mrg. Henpeek (to herself)—Look al
my husband, over there, dlsgracing us
with his frightful manners! If | had
that book on table etiquette here now
1'd throw it In his face!—Family
Journal

BREAD DYSPEPSIA.

The Digesting Elament Left Out.

Brend dyspepsin is common, It at
fects the bowels because white hread s
nearly all sturch, and starch is digested
in the Intestines, not in the stomach
proper.

Up under the shell of the wheat berry
nature has provided a curious deposit
which 15 turned into diastase when it is
subjectod to the sallva and {o the pan-
ereatic julces in the human intestines.

This diastase is absolutely necessary
to digest sturch and turn it Into grape-
sugar, which is the next form; but that
part of the wheat berry makes dark
flour, and the modern miller cannot
readily sell dark flour, so nature's val-
uable digester is thrown out and the
buman system must handle the starch
as best it can, without the help that na-
Rure intended.

Small wonder that appendicitis, peri-
tonitls, constipation and all sorts of
trouble exist when we go so contrary
to nature's law. The food experts that
perfected Grape-Nuts Food, knowing
these facts, made use in thelr experi-
ments of the entire wheat and barley,
including all the parts, and subjected
them to molsture and long continued
warmth, which allows time and tha
proper conditions for developing the
diastase, outside of the human body.

1o this way the starchy part is trans-
formed Into grape-sugar in a perfect-
1y patural manner, without the use of
chemleals or any outside ingredients.
The Httle sparkling crystals of grape-
sugar ean be seen on the pleces of
Grope-Nuts, This food therefore s
naturally pre-digested and its use in
place of bread will quickly eorrect the
troublez that have been hrought about

asked the fond hus

AnEew

poetry, is fu shorthand.

- _-__a‘.. ’

terpreting thelr wishes correctly. So
wa econclude that this letter Indicates
“hat the speaker pms made np his
rind that the stlpiy ers will have
1o zive way il distant fu-
| ture,”” will have to submit*io the will
of the people. As the spenliow is the
lender of the stand-puttes : words
will have great welght e
Only n few days ago the Hon Fred
Landis told us thart the really
poever could be reformed, 1 0 wWe
never conld have a perfect il
tlgo hecause when we got t one
onditions would have ol 40 a8
o make it practically t the
vory moment it went into effect. After
| pur representative had tauken this

Ajax-like stand in bBehall of the nfal-
libility of Dingleyism, it most
eriel in the speaker to make the dec-
Inration that the taviff would nave to
he revised “in the not distann fotare.”
The speaker is right. Presemt condl-
tiong can not continue permanently.
We shall aave to lower onr tarift wall
very conshiderably. Free raw materials
pur monifacturers must have. Cur
farmers must have wider markets and
@ better chanes in the morkets they
now hnve,

But the important thing is that we
now have the first breok in the stand-

wils

And the break ls at the
I of the eolumi, people
hauld conthiie to apply the pressure,
pad to anply it the more strongly as
the opposiilon seems: to  yleld. Mpr,
Cannon wdmits  that he hoay  heen
foreed Into his present position, Speak-
Ing of the reform he says: *1 do not
want 11, but 1t will come In the not
distant future.” He is no more of a
tariff reformer than he ever wus, Ha
almply gets In line,
NOTES AND OPINIONS.
——The Republicins In congresa nre
divided on every propositlon that looks

towards reform, but they are nll united
on the “pork bill'" wnd “for the old
flng and an approprintion.”
—Democrits e getting
on the good ol minciples

tnzether
il down

by Jefferson, and are united on too
Jackeon and Tiden war oties of *'re-
trenchment and reéform’ a:xdl “turn
the rnscals out."”

——"The Republican bosses, w o have
been somewhat stagzered by 1be jelt
the people have Jutely given themn,
are appearing in the garb ol reforms
ors, ®0 as 10 gei thelr ‘n «he
trough agaln,

—The Unied  Stales  supreme
court has Indorsed the Democpatie
contention that the rallroads must

confine themselves to the rransporta-
tlon business, und not be interested In

coal mining or the =¢lling of nny com-
modity.
——The southern colton plunters,

entirely unprotected by the tarlff, are
quite presperous and are organiziug to
protect themselves from the protected
monopolists, How do the Republie-
an standpatters explain this nrosper-
ity of the unprotected ?

——|t muy surprige pome poople to
know that Uncle Sam has gone Into
cement manufacturing In Arlzonh, to
protect himself from the cement com-
bine, and is turning out hundrsls of
bavrels dafly at 4 cout far bLelow the
market price, And yet congress re=
fuses to revise the tariff, the tax on
cement being 20 per cent, und even
refuses o abate the tax to the suf
féring people of San Franclico,
Te=—President Rcosevelt evidently

thinks that the Democrits  will
elect a majority of the next don-
gress. for he is said to have de-

colded to call a specinl session aft-
or the 4th of Murch, Tor the purpose
of revising the tarlff. He knows as
well a5 wny one that If the Republic-
ans should agaln have a majority of
congress It would be uscless to gall
o speclal sesston, for the standpalters
would be in control.

haste at Panama, including the mak-
ing of a' revolutlon on W

construction of the canal hus been de-
vised. There has been | il

H

1

——After three years of bresthiess |

time, which is some hours ahead o (il
Panama time, no general plan for the




